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HARK how my Celia, with the choice

Music of her hand and voice,

Stills the loud wind, and makes the wild

Incensed boar and panther mild.

Mark how those statues like men move,                     5

While men with wonder statues prove.

This stiff rock bends to worship her,

That idol turns idolater.

Now see how all the new-inspir'd

Images with love are fir'd;                                       10

Hark how the tender marble groans,
And all the late-transformed stones
Court the fair nymph, with many a tear,
Which she, more stony than they were,
Beholds with unrelenting mind;                               15

Whilst they, amaz'd to see combin'd
Such matchless beauty with disdain.
Are all turn'd into stones again.
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You that think Love can convey

No other way
But through the eyes into the heart

His fatal dart,
Close up those casements, and but hear

This siren sing;

And on the wing

Of her sweet voice it shall appear
That Love can enter at the ear.

Then unveil your eyes: behold

The curious mould
Where that voice dwells; and, as we know

When the cocks crow
[And Sol is mounted on his throne 1